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Could breed reuolt in this new peace of minde. 

I^Feare not my Lord, he’s witty to deuife. 

And ftrong to execute a prefcnt Ihifc. 

£>£,That power be ftill his guide hath guided vs. 

My drowfie eyes waxe heauy; earlyfrifing. 

Together with the trauell we haue had. 

Makes me that I rt>uld gladly take a nap, 

Were I perfwaded we might be fecute. 

La. Let that depend on me,whilft you do fleepe, 

He watch that no misfouune happen vs. 

Cob . I (hall deerc wife be too much trouble to thee. 
Ld.Vrge not that. 

My duty binds me,and your loue commands* 

I would I had the skill with tuned voice 
To draw on fleepe with Come fweet melody, 

But imperfe&ion and vnaptneffe too 
Are both repugnant : feare inferts the one. 

The other nature hath denied me vfe. 

But what talke I ofmeanes, to purchafe that 
Is freely happen’d ? Sleepe with gentle hand. 

Hath (hut his eye-lids : Oh victorious labour. 

How foone thy power can charme the bodies fenfe ? 

« And now thou likewife ciimbft vnto my braine. 

Making my heauy temples ftoope to thee. 

Great God of heauen from danger keepe vs free, Falajleef. 
Inter fir Richard Lee and hie men. 

Lee. A murther clofely done.and in my ground ? 

Search carefully ,if any where it were. 

This obfeure thicket is thelikelyeft place. 

Ser . Sir 1 haue found the body ftiffe with cold 
And mangled cruelly with many wounds. 

Lee. Looke if thou knowft him.turne his body Vp: 

Alack it is my fonne.my fonne and heire. 

Whom two yeeres fince I fent to Ireland, 

To praClife there the difciplinc ofwarre. 

And comming home,for fo he wrote to me, 
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. . fouage heart, fomc bloody diuelli Ih hand, 

^ *r» v»are or thirftingfor his coinc, 

o'thhere'fluc’d out his blood. Vnhagpy houre, 

A a ccurfed place, but mod inconftant fate 
iu “hsidft refeiu d him from the bullets fire, 

Ind fuffemd him to fcape the ^ood-kernes fury, 
n dftheere ordainc the treafure of his life, 

Euenheere within the armes of tender peace 
To be confum’d by treafons waftefull hand ? 

And which is moft afflicting to my foule, 

That this his death and murther fhould be wrought 
Without the knowledge by whofe mcanes twas done. 

■ 

Till their vnhallowed treachery was knowne. 

T^blefOThomar^Wulhwi’cannotciioofe, 

Ofquictfleepe.hauing within your hearts 

The ouilt of murder waking, that with cries 

Deafes the lowd thunder, and folicites ■ heauen ? 

With more than Mandrakes inreekes oty ' 

La.VV hat murther? you vpbratd vs wrongt y 

Lee. Can you deny the fad? See you not neere. 

The body of my fonne by you mifdone ? 

Lookeonhis wounds, lookeonh..PU^le»iW- 

Do we not Bade you where the deede was don 

Wcrenotyour kniuesfafl clofed myout hands . 

Is not this cloth an argument befide. Thus 
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